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Then followed other tales of memorable hospitality,
and Sirhan told this, which he had from his father:

A rich sheik died without sons, and his widow became
gradually poor. Where the tribe pastured, she followed,
but always pitched her tent alone, far distant from the
rest. Had she dwelt in their midst, it would have been
the duty of every important stranger to visit the sheik's
widow, and hers to provide refreshment. She lived on
the milk of her one camel, taking it to pasture., riding it
home in the evening.

One dark winter night came a wandering merchant to
buy camels, and stumbled on her tent before he found the
main encampment. By her words and bearing, he knew
her to be a personage; shadows concealed the poverty of
her dwelling. He asked if she had camels for the market.
She replied:

"No, I have but one camel here. My flocks are in far
pastures."

And having no beans for making coffee, she set milk
before him. Said the merchant: "I have come a weary
way. If there is a second tent, I would rest and sleep."

By Bedouin law, a wanderer who comes in peace may
demand shelter at any tent, but it would not have been
seemly to share the same tent with a woman, even an old
one.

"I have another tent/* she replied, "where I will lie,
while you remain here."

In a couple of hours she returned with a big bowl of
steaming hot meat, rich with gravy. The merchant said:
"I have eaten like a Sultan, O Mother of Bounty!"

She had no other tent, and slept bithelje wil bard